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Yet fond it is to carke and care
where there is none amendes.
Thus foorth I went, and in the grooues

I raunged heare and theare,
Wheras I hard fuche pleafaunt tunes

as Heauen had ben neare.
I thynke that if Amphion hadde,

ben prefent ther to playe,
Or if Sir Orphem myght haue held,

his Harp, that prefent day.
Or if Apollo with his Lute,

had firyuen to excell,
None of them all, by Mufycke Iholde,

haue borne away the Bell.
I rather iudge the thracian wold,

his Harpe wherwith he played,
Haue cafl a way as one whom. Ire,

had vtterly difmayed.
Such paffyng tunes of iundry Byrds,

I neuer herd before,
The further I went in the Woods.

the noyfe refounded more.
O happy Byrdes quoth I what lyfe,

is this that you do leade,
How far from Care and mylery,

how far from Feare and dread:
With what reioyfynge melodie,

paffe you this fadyng Lyfe,
While Man vnhappiefl creatur Hues

In wretched toyle and ftryfe.
Styll foorth I went and wonderd at,

this plefaunt Harmony.
And gafed at thefe lytle Fooles,

that made fuche Melody:
Tyll at the length I gan to fpye,

a (lately Lawrell tree,
So plail and fett in fuch a guyle.

That as it Teamed to me,